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SONGS IN MINOR KEYS. 



DESOLATION. 

TN the Kingdom of the gloaming 

•*• Where the days are gray, and dim — 

Dim, and gray and pensive — 
Where the dead past's thoughts go roaming 

Like the fallen seraphim, 
Once I wandered 'neath the luster 

Of a spectral, leaden moon — 
'Neath a moon of lurid luster, 

Where the sad lights fade and swoon. 

And a shape that e'er eluded 
Waved me on to realms unknown — 
Realms of shade and shadow — 

Where eternal silence brooded. 
And the rushing clouds alone 



I o SONGS IN MINOR KE YS, 

Gave a hint of life or motion, 

As they swept forever by, 
With a restless, reeling motion, 

Adown the western sky. 

There the tops of trees primeval 

Watched the staring, quiet stars — 

Stars serene, and pulseless ; 
There the elements' upheaval 

Reared grim mountains seamed with scars ; 
And the ghastly, sleeping waters 

Dozed in pools along the fells ; 
For no breezes stir the waters, 

And no murmur in them dwells. 

And I gazed upon the heaven. 
And the waters* soundless deeps — 
Dank, forlorn, and sullen ; 

At the hills with thunder riven. 

And the moon-shade on their steeps ; 
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At the giant trees that slumbered, 
Soaring skyward thro* the gloom ; 

At the staring wastes encumbered 
With the atmosphere of doom. 

And I said : " What name is written 

On yon bleak, and barren sands — 
Bleak, and drear, and barren ; 
What clinging curse has smitten 

These lone, and wasted lands ? 
Has some demon led me hither 

'Neath these wan, and baleful spheres ? 
By whose guidance came I hither, 

To this land of darkened years ? " 

Then the pealing voice of thunder 

Rent the canopy of night — 
Deep, and loud, and sudden. 
The hills were rent asunder. 

And vanished from my sight ; 
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The tree-tops waved, and shouted ; 

The barren lowlands moaned ; 
The sweeping whirlwind shouted 

With a tumult thunder-toned. 

And all the lands were leveled 

To a low and trackless plain — 

Lifeless, low, and burning ; 

Where the blighting breezes reveled, 

And the searching eye in vain 
Looked for sign of shrub or flower 

O'er the desert's trackless face ; 
For of tree, and shrub and flower 

The whirlwind left no trace. 

Then I gazed upon the heaven 
Where the reeling clouds still frowned 
Glaring down in anger ; 

But the secret there engraven 
Deep within my soul was found ; 
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For my heart cried " Desolation ! 

Shattered hopes lie buried here — 
Yea, the blight of Desolation 

Hath cursed these kingdoms drear ! '' 

Then I fled afar, and pondered 

On the marvels I had seen — 
Marvels deep and awful ! 
All pale with dread I wandered 

Mid the terror of the scene, 
And I shrieked : " The power that reareth 

And leveleth these hills 
Is the evil god that seareth 

My life and heart with ills ! " 
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THE SPELL. 

npHE ring that sleeps on her finger white 
•*■ Is a snake with mottled scales ; 
And the ship that wafts him from her sight 
Is a bark with snow-white sails. 



The snake that sleeps on her finger there 
Has a cruel, swift, red eye. — 
" Bound on, my bark, thro' the midnight air ! 
Blow, wind, from the restless sky ! " 



The snake that clings to her milk white hand, 
A wizard hath charmed with spells. — 
" Turn back, my bark, to my love's fair land. 
O'er the deep sea's bounding swells ! " 
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The viper writhes on her finger white ; 
It raises its sickly coil ! — 
"My helmsman, back thro' the cloud-capped 
night, 
And the tempest's mad turmoil ! " 

She moans, and sighs ; for the serpent's breath 
Is warm with her crimson blood ! — 
" On — on, I say, thro* the jaws of death. 
And the foam of the wind-lashed flood ! " 

The wizard's spells they have seared her heart. 
And she knoweth her knight no more. — 
" From this land, my sword, we shall ne'er depart 
Till his blood hath bathed the shore ! " 

The snake's dull scales are as cold as lead ; 
And the wizard's heart lies bare. — 
" Await, my bark, at the headland's head : 
We shall sail by the beacon's flare." 
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" She is not dead from the serpent's sting ; 
But her heart is dead to me : 
Then away — away ! Let the storm-bells ring ; 
Here's for death and the tideless sea ! '' 



PRIDE. 17 



FBXDE. 

FJAR up the skies, on a golden throne, 
•*■ She sits in her regal pride ; 
And far — far down in a night of moan, 
By a surfless sea, with my thoughts, alone, 
I watch by the bitter tide. 

But the dim infinities which lie 

Betwixt her love and me. 
Not even my love, which could never die, 
Shall overcome ; so I'll laugh and cry, 

" So ho! " as I drink of the sea. 
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FBAGMENT. 

/^URST is yon stream that glides singing along; 
^Curst are the banks that must hear its grim 

song; 
Curst are the pebbles that sleep in its bed ; 
And curst is the pool that lies at its head. 



Demons of evil dance near it at night ; 
Shadows flit o'er it when Luna is bright — 
Dim, ghostly shadows, that have in their eye 
The dregs of a curse that never must die. 



Phantom-like fingers oft dip in its wave. 
Making a plash like a knell of the grave. 
Sprinkling the wave-drops like poisonous blood. 
Ruffling the breast of the ebon-like flood. 
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Gigantic hemlocks lament by its side. 
Moaning a dirge o'er the fast flowing tide, 
Casting their shadows, that fall like a blight 
Athwart the deep gloom of the Stygian night. 
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A VISION OF DESFAIEt. 



"T^WAS down in the Kingdom of Sorrow, 
^ A region miasmic, and drear — 
A desolate hollow, and drear ; 

Where no sun of a smiling to-morrow 
Gave hint of a change in the year — 
Gave promise of joy for the year. 



And the sky it was starless, and leaden ; 
The murky mists hung like a pall — 
The mists lay in folds like a pall ; 

And Despair, and Unrest, things that deaden 
All hope, ruled supreme over all — 
And stalked through the gloom over all. 
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A VISION OF DESPAIR, 2 1 

And I said : " Is the changeable changeless ? 

Is Darkness the god that must rule ? 

Shall Darkness, and Death ever rule ? 
Shall no heaven-born light tint the rangeless, 

Low lands that creep down to yon pool — 

That ooze near the brink of yon pool ? " 

So I fell on my knees in the rushes ; 
And prayed, and vowed vows mid the reeds — 
For light — mid the thin, restless reeds. 

For seven long days, mid the blushes 
Of blood-flowers flush, with the weeds, 
I prayed in the rank-growing weeds. 

Then a star of a Sibylline luster 

Illumined a spot in the gloom ; 

And beckoned me on thro* the gloom. 
O'er dim, solemn woodlands where cluster 

Sad hemlocks, and night-grasses bloom — 

Where night-flowers sicken and bloom. 
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And I followed the star thro* the glimmer 

Of uplands that told of the day ; 

For its light led to regions of day, 
Till faster, and farther, and dimmer 

The melting mists faded away. 

And fled like a vision away. 

And I gazed, and the planet had vanished ; 
For I stood in the Kingdom of Light — 
In a kingdom of peace, and of light. 

*Twas the lode-star of love that had banished 
The somber, dead hues of the night — 
The shapes of the kingdom of night. 

Then She came in the dew of the morning 
With soft hazel eyes tinged with shade — 
With eyes tinged with tenderest shade, 

And cheeks with faint flush like the dawning 
Of May thro* some cool forest glade — 
Like the dawn thro' some slumberous glade. 
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And the touch of her lips it was madness — 

All love and devotion in one — 

All ecstasies mingled in one ! 
My life — nay, my soul with what gladness 

I*d give, had she loved me alone — 

Had she sworn that she loved me alone. 

And I worshiped her there in the gloaming 
Of nights when the moon shone afar — 
When the moon cursed my love from afar ; 

Till I lost her, my life, in a foaming 
White cloud that rose up with our star — 
That followed the track of our star. 

Then seven long days, mid the burning 

Red sands of a low desert land — 

Of a lifeless, and scorched desert land — 

I prayed — oh, God knows with what yearning ! 
< 
For her voice — yea, a touch of her hand — 

For the comforting touch of her hand. 
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And lo ! the fierce star that had vanished 
When I entered the Kingdom of Light — 
When I first saw the regions of light — 

That lode-star of love, that had banished 
The somber, dead hues of the night. 
Blazed out towards the province of night. 

And I followed the star thro' the glimmer 

Of regions half weary of day ; 

For its orb fled from regions of day, 
Till faster, and farther, and dimmer 

The fainting lights faded away — 

And fled like a vision away. 

Far down to the Kingdom of Sorrow, 
That region miasmic, and drear — 
That desolate hollow, and drear. 

Ah ! no sun of a smiling to-morrow 
Gives hint of a change in the year — 
Of gladness for many a year. 
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For the sky still is starless, and leaden, 
The murky mists hang like a pall — 
The mists lie in folds like a pall ; 

And Despair, and Unrest, things that deaden 
All hope, rule supreme over all — 
And stalk thro* the gloom over all. 
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soira. 

/^H ! sad — thrice sad was the morning 
^ I sailed away from my love, 
Tho' no cloud, nor wind gave warning 
Of grief, from the sky above. 

But sad was the wind in its sobbing 
When the ship cleft the harbor's wave ; 

And sad was my heart in its throbbing 
As I lay all the day by her grave. 



^ 

I 
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THE NEW FEBSEPHONE. 

" The Devil is dead ; he died resigned — " 

— Owen Mbridith. 

" 'pHE Devil is dead," the bard hath said, 
" And a woman now reigns in Hell," 
And her throne is builded on broken hearts ; 
And her robe is decked with the poisoned darts 
That have done her work too well — too well. 



Her brow is as chaste as the starry waste 

Of the heaven when night is young ; 
And her bosom's white is as pure as snow 
When the sleety winds have ceased to blow. 
And the wintry trees with frost are hung. 
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" A very queen ! " you'd say, I ween ; 

But a wanton she is, at best, 
Without the passion that prompts to sin ; 
But with the devilish power to win 

From man the love that should make him 
blest. 



Ah ! strange it seems ; but in my dreams — 

'Twas, perhaps, in the days of old — 
I have seen that face with its cold, proud eyes, 
And the marble brow, and the cheeks' faint dyes, 
And the brown hair backward rolled. 



Let the Devil sleep ; let his demons weep 

And wail o'er his senseless clay ; 
For that woman shall sit on the throne of Hell — 
Oh ! she'll manage its politics well — right 
well — 

But the maggot. Remorse, will have his pay. 
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FATATiTTY, 

SONNET. 

BESIDE a sea whose white, and shelving 
shore 
Creeps down in level wastes of dreary sand, 
I watch the hungry waves, and parched land. 
And there the surf's surceaseless nevermore 
Cries out to heaven in a sullen roar 

That fills the sun-lit air with tumult grand. 
Far out to sea, home bound from foreign strand, 
The white winged ships, rich laden with their 

store 
Of treasure from the shores where love doth 

dwell. 
Sail toward the harbor without fear or dread. 
I stand — I wait. Oh ! God that sounding 

knell 
Shrieks to the skies that love and hope are 

dead ! 
Safe sailed my bark ; but in the harbor's swell, 
Without a warning, sank like solid lead ! 
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MARGUERITE, 33 



MABQIJEBITE. 



"r\0 you know, Marguerite ? 

'^ You with lips so tender sweet, 
Of the havoc you have played 
With my heart, you roguish maid — 

Can you see, Marguerite ? 

Would you care, Marguerite ? 

Would youj heart with sorrow beat, 
If I lost my worldly pelf, 
And were put upon the shelf. 

So to speak. Marguerite ? 



. Would you weep. Marguerite ? 
If I died, would you repeat 
Requiem Masses for my soul ? 
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Would your life be one of dole, 
Reft of me, Marguerite ? 

Ah !• I fear, Marguerite, 
That your love is light, and fleet ; 
That your heart is but a stone, 
Since you frown upon my own 
In this way. Marguerite. 

Then adieu, Marguerite : 
There's another who will greet 
. My love with more respect ; 
Who, I know, will not object 
To my suit, Marguerite. 

Are those tears. Marguerite ? 

Would your joy not be complete, 
If I sought her hand instead ? — 
What ! You wish that she were dead ! 

She ne'er lived. Marguerite. 
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Turn your eyes, Marguerite. 
Look me fair, and kiss me sweet — 

'Tis no use to frown, and pout ; 

Don't you know that love will out 
First or last. Marguerite ? 
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JSnOST linJBTNOrB. 

TT THEN the moon is beaming brightly, 
* ^ And the stars bedeck the skies ; 
When the silent dew falls lightly, 

And the mists of evening rise ; 
When the zephyrs, sadly sighing. 

Softly breathe their low complaint ; 
When the owlet's voice, replying, 

Soundeth ^r away, and faint ; 
When the odor of each flower 

Swoons upon the balmy air ; 
When the softness of the hour 

Steals away each mortal care : 
Then — oh, then ! my soul's sad yearnings 

I^ove to linger on thy name ; 
Then — oh, then ! my heart's low burnings 

Are kindled into flame : 



NIGHT MUSINGS. 3 7 

Then — oh, then I love to wander 
In bright fancy's mystic flight — 

On thy graces rare to ponder 
Mid the fleeting hours of night. 



I « 
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THB 8SCBBT. 

T T riTHIN her eyes 
■ ■ I see strange lights, and changing dyes : 

Love comes and goes — 

Alas ! who knows 
The secret of those wondrous eyes ? 

I watch her face, 

Like Psyche's in its maiden grace, 

Yet cannot tell 

If she Ah ! well, 

Who could ? if he should see her face. 

Those rose-leaf lips, 

Fresh moist with dew that Cupid sips — 

Who would not give 

His life to live ' 
Upon the honey of her lips ? 
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That warm, white hand 

I hold a moment while I stand 

To say adieu : 

What can I do — 
It trembles so — but kiss her hand ? 

Within those eyes 

The magic light of passion lies : 

Love never goes ; 

For now she knows 
I hold the secret of her eyes. 
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IP. 

r\ FAIR 6lise, if thou couldst know 

^ The mischief thou hast done my heart ! 

If I dared whisper soft, and low ! 

If thou couldst know — 
If thou wouldst comprehend in part^ 

How happy I 

To hear thee sigh 
In pity there, O fair ;i)lise. 

Then like the golden sunset bright 
My life would beam with warmest light ; 
And in these arms, O love my own ! 
Clasped close — shut out from grief and moan, 
I, more than blest. 
Would hold thee pressed, 

O fair ]6lise. 
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LISETTE. 

IT 7E worshiped each other, 
^ • Both I and Lisette : 

She was French — a grisette. 
No sister, nor brother 
Had we : not another 

Claimed me or Lisette. 

We grew up together, 
Both I and Lisette — 
She was fair, this grisette. 

Thro* clear, and dark weather 

We loved on together, 
Myself and Lisette. 

My age five-and-twenty, 
And a score for Lisette, 
She sighs with regret. 
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Rich suitors are plenty, 
And jewels, at twenty. 
Are worlds to Lisette. 

My heart was the jewel 
I gave to Lisette — 
So freely ! — and yet, 
With hands cold and cruel, 
She flung down the jewel, 
And crushed it, Lisette. 

I've heard that the Devil 
Throws dice for Lisette ; 
Her dark hair is wet 
With the wine of the revel. 
And the Duke — or the Devil 
Laughs loud with Lisette. 

I should have been wedded 
E'er this to Lisette ; 
But she 's gone, my grisette. 
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Was it true love she dreaded — 
And faith — when she wedded ^ 
With shame, lost Lisette ? 

She drives in her carriage, 
" Madame," once Lisette. 
Transformed from grisette 

To " Madame " without marriage, 

Ah, me ! is your carriage 
Worth that, my Lisette ! 
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MADELEINE. 

n^HOU seem'stof marble wrought, O Made- 
•■• leine — 

A cold Pentelic white, without a stain 

Of tints that show the faintest flush of 
fire. 
Immovable, clear eyed, unknown of pain, • 
Calm, still, well poised — before whose 
eyes desire 
Flees fast as wind before a freezing rain, 

O Madeleine. 

All men have yearned for thee, O Madeleine : 
Thou hast not turned to them ; thou would'st 
not deign 
To give one sign. So if / died, and 
fell — 
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With weary, aching eyes to stare and strain 
In prayerful supplication out of hell — 
Like these, what pity could I hope to gain 

From Madeleine ? 



They sued to thee for love, O Madeleine. 
They laid down wealth and power, but all in 
vain : 
Thy heart was agate then, and hard thine 
eyes. 
None came as master, so each perished, slain 
Because he dared not woo in kingly 
guise, 
And tell thy heart he held the right to reign 

O'er Madeleine. 



What tho* they strove and lost, O Madeleine. 
Because thou scorn'd'st their suit shall I 
refrain ! 
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The cold, clear air that round thy pres- 
ence plays, 
That chilled their love, can never now restrain 
The flame that burns, and all my being 
sways — 
Deep in thine eyes the wine of love lies plain, 

O Madeleine ! 



Come closer now. Clasp hands, my Made- 

leine : 
Press lips ; drink deep the foam, till pulse 
and brain 
Have swooned, and in our fierce and mad 
embrace 
The love we knew not in the days of pain 

Shall meet our inmost spirits face to face, 
And rule with rod whose power ne'er shall 
wane, 

O Madeleine. 
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IF YOU WEBE THE SPIDEB. 

T F you were the spider, and I were the fly, 
•*• As close as I dared to your web I'd come 

nigh. 
I'd circle around at the dawning of light. 
And steal to the edge of your palace at night ; 
I'd watch by the planets to find you asleep, 
Then close to your side all a-tremble Td creep. 
I'd drop you sweet billets-doux tinted with 

shades 
That flash thro* the tree-tops adown leafy 

glades. 
I'd send you rare bon-bons of honey glaci ; 
And when I had wooed you for many a day, 
I'd haste to your web there contented to die — 
If you were the spider and I were the fly. 
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NE M'AIMES-Tn PAS P 

" TVJE m*aimes-tu pas ? " you have asked ; so 
^ I'll say : 

" Je t'aime comme ma vie, si tu voudrais 



m'aimer.** 



" Pour toujours ? *' " Yes, forever — forever, 
and aye — 
Je t'aime comme ma vie, si tu voudrais 



m'aimer." 

* 



As the sun loves the flower that dreams on 
the lea ; 
As the river, rejoicing, flows down to the 
sea; 
And as each knows full well what love's 
answer will be. 
Si tu voudrais m'aimer, I could dearly 
love thee. 
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But should man bare his heart and his feel- 
ings for naught ? 
Should he follow a path with uncertainty 
fraught — 
Shall he burn with a love that perhaps is 
unsought, 
But to curse in the end the unrest it has 
brought ? 

For love is a fearful, and dangerous thing — 
Very pleasing it seems, but it has a sharp 
sting ; 
And the shafts that are feathered from Cup- 
idon's wing, 
When they wound one of two certain 
death they will bring. 

Then, felise, when you ask if I love you, I say : 
" Je t'aime comme ma vie, si tu voudrais 
m'aimer." 



so INTERLUDES, 



" tour tou jours ? " " Yes, forever — forever 
and aye, 
Comme ma vie, ch^re, je t'aime, si tu 
voudrais m'aimer." 



JE NE VOUS AIME PAS. 51 



V 



JE NE VOUS AIME FAS. 

" TVJE m'aimes-tu pas?** you once asked, O 

^^ £lise, 

And I'll tell you the truth — all the truth, if you 

please ; 
For a year — yes, a year now has over us flown, 
Since I told you I loved you — and loved you 

alone ! 

I have lingered, my sweet, all entranced by your 

side ; 
I have gazed in your eyes that the dark lashes 

hide ; 
I've been thrilled by the touch of those soft 

finger-tips ; 
I have tasted the rapture that breathes from your 

lips. 
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I have thought of you oft in the still, starry 

night. 
Your face flickers up in the wan fire-light ; 
And oft in my dreamings a woman I see, 
With soft hazel eyes, bearing kisses to me. j 



Wild reveries these ! Foolish fancies at best ! 
Can kisses and dreams fill the void of the breast ? 
Beware, O fond youth ! Look thou deeper by 

far, 
Where tenderness, truth, and unselfishness are ! 



Your red ruby lips asked a question, ma ch^re ; 

So I gazed in your eyes, but no question was 
there. 

" Ah, she trifles ! " said I, " and her smile is de- 
ceit ; 

And woe to the Strephon that sighs at her feet." 



i 



■% 






i 
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Then, felise, when you ask if I love you, I say — 
Tho* perhaps it is cruel — " My answer is, nay." 
But since lips framed the query, tho' cold was 

your eye, 
To your lips in a kiss I will give the reply. 
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IiAEL AND laOBA. 

TT was a starry night when zephyrs blow, 
•*• And all is joy and happiness below ; 
When angel whisperings float upon the breeze, 
And rustle softly through the silent trees ; 
When seraphs bathe them in the moon's pale 

rays, 
And wake the soul of harmony with lays ; 
When murmuring streams have hushed their 

lullaby 
To glass the beamy brightness of the sky ; 
When all the voices of the night are still, 
And echo slumbers on the moon-lit hill ; 
When dreams and glimpses of eternity 
Are shadowed forth from contemplation's sea ; 
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When all the beauties nature can control 
Combine to soothe and edify the soul : 
'Twas such a night, and lovely Lora stood 
Upon the lakelet's marge in pensive mood. 

The moon's soft beamings cast her shadow there, 
And wandered mid the mazes of her hair. 
The sparkling wavelets kissed her sandaled feet, 
Then sought adown the beach a swift retreat ; 
And fairies, beckoning to their tiny clan, 
Along the dew-besprinkled meadows ran. 
Then stopped in admiration at the sight 
Of her who was so beautiful and bright. 

She gazed upon the lights in heaven's dome, 
As tho* among their rays she sought a home 
Where all was calm, ethereal, and pure, 
Where naught but loftiest joys the soul allure. 
She dreamed of love — of love like Vesta's flame, 
Which burns for aye, and ever is the same ; 
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Of love that is not passion — spirit bred — 
Which on its own sweet thoughts is nourished. 
And as she mused there stole upon her ear 
The melting strains of music, low and clear, 
Which, wafted by the breeze, did seem to float 
From out a swift and airy little boat 
That blithely danced along the shining lake, 
And left behind bright gleamings in its wake. 
The tiny bark approached the shelving shore. 
And he within, that plied the flashing oar, 
Full quickly brought his fragile craft to land, 
Then from it lightly leaped upon the sand. 



He was a radiant youth of noble birth, 
And beauteous as the former sons of earth. 
His frame was lithe, and delicately fair 
Were the loose ringlets of his wavy hair. 
His face was of that loftiness of cast 
Born from the knowledge of a noble past. 
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There was a brightness in the features* play 
That seemed begotten of the realms of day. 
Clear was his eye, but in its slumbering fire 
Lurked sparks that quick would wake to sudden 

ire, 
Which told his was a soul that ill could brook 
Superior in action, word, or look. 



He gained the maiden's side, and thus he said : 
"Mine own fair Lora, say, why dost thou 

gaze 
Upon far-twinkling Saturn's silver rays ? 
Canst thou not feed thine eyes on me, whom 

thou 
Hast said thou more than lov'st ? Why is 

thy brow 
So sad and pensive, when on such a night 
Thy thoughts should be all radiant and 

bright ? " 
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Lora : — 
" My Lael, no ; I am not, surely, sad ; 
Nor do I grieve ; but I am more than glad ; 
For I was dreaming of our holy love ; 
Was thinking of its purity of flame, 
And I from earth was raised to heaven 

above, 
And felt like calling love by nobler name. 
I thought that we had come to yonder star, 
As beings that had laid aside their clay. 
And in those realms of blessedness afar. 
Would always live in never-ending day. 
I dreamed that there our souls would never 

part. 

But offer up their incense in one flame ; 

That ours would be a single-throbbing 

heart, 
And ours the oneness of a single name ; — 

That there no thought, and no desire could be 

That did not center in a love of thee." 
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Lael : — 
" O Lora, dream no more of what will be. 

Think of the rapturous present here with 

me ! 
I love thee better than all else beside, 
And long but for the time when thou 'rt my 

bride. 
Ah ! oft when drifting on the lake afar 
I've listened to the notes of thy guitar, 
And such a wildness seized this heaving 

breast — 
A wildness fierce, that would not let me rest 
Until I saw thee in thy beauteous grace. 
And gazed enchanted on thy lovely face. 
And when I gazed, and felt that thou wert 

mine, 
I seemed to breath an atmosphere divine. 
Oh ! then I longed to clasp thee in these 

arms. 
And revel in the magic of thy charms." 
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Lora : — 
" Ah ! Lael, love, I pray thee speak not so ! 

Canst thou not feel the love the angels know ? 

In the calm nights Orion blazed on high, 

You used to watch the ever changing sky, ^ 

And wonder if our unit life would be 

As fair a page as heaven's scroll to see. 

But if one plunges in the joy of sense. 

And sears the heart with rapture so intense, 

What peace can be when passion's sun is set 

And naught is left but darkness and regret ? 

The fleeting joys of one soft hour of bliss, 

Of long embrace, and lust-inspiring kiss — 

Can these compare with calm, unselfish love, i 

The highest gift that comes from realms 

above ? " 

Lael : — 
" O Lora ! never in this mortal life 

Within my breast was waged such burning 

strife. 

\ 
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I am consumed by an all-thrilling fire, 
Which sears my heart, lights Virtue's funeral 

pyre; 
And now I vow by heaven's celestial height, 
I never could have loved thee ere to-night ! 
By yonder star that is my destiny, 
I swear — yea, more than swear — I love but 

thee ! 
O Lora ! Lora ! dream no more of heaven ; 
A paradise on earth to us is given ; 
And we may pluck the mellow fruits that bloom 
Within its walls, and fear not Adam's doom. 
Our life will be one sunset-glow of love, 
Whose tints will never fade like those above. 
And o'er its bright horizon there will shine 
The guardian-star of bliss that is divine. 
In ecstasy we'll sigh the hours away, 
And live in soft embraces all the day. 
And when the darkness creeps athwart the sky. 
To a secluded grotto we will hie, 
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Where, while some streamlet lulls the weary 

ear, 
And wondering gnomes from darkened corners 

peer, 
We'll calmly sink to soft, and soothing sleep, 
And dream till daylight from the hills shall 

peep. 
Oh ! to be thus — to be forever so ! 
What ecstasy of joy this soul would know ! 
Oh ! then the hours would fly on gilded 

wings — 
Each day a total of all joyous things — 
Elysium with all its fabled bliss 
Could ne'er compare with happiness like this." 

Lora : — 
" And Lael, dost thou think such love sublime ? 

'Tis but the flame in which is nourished crime. 

For if the being near whose soul it stood 

Were pure, yet weak in any single mood, 
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Such love the greatest misery would bring, 
And make its object but a loathed thing. 
Oh ! once I thought that in thy heart com- 
bined 
Were all the noble traits within mankind; 
Oh ! then it seemed that on this sinful earth 
Celestial love had found its mortal birth ! 
And was it wrong to place my hopes — my all — 
So high perforce they could not fail to fall ? 
And was it wrong to worship at such shrine — 
To raise thine image to a place divine ? 
Ah ! so 't would seem ; for now the fane is 

dark — 
Despair's rank weeds the crumbling ruin 
mark." 

Lael :— 
'< O Lora, listen ! hark what I shall say ! 
I burn for thee — I long — nay, hear me — 
stay ! " 
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Lora : — 
" O ! Lael, cease ! What happiness can be 
For love as mad as that possessed by thee ? 
I love the bright ideal I dreamed thou wert, 
And e'er shall keep that image in my heart. 
That heart needs not love's object save in 

mind, 
And in the thought of having loved will find 
More happiness than baser love could gain, 
And naught of misery, or woe, or pain. 
Farewell — farewell forever ! We must part ! 
Oh go ! Have pity on this wretched heart." 



He turned him trembling toward the shining 

lake. 
He spoke not — paused not, nor farewell did 

take ; 
He pushed his shallop o'er the pelding sand, 
And seized the dripping oar in his hand ; 
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And soon amid the wavelets* gleaming light 
His fragile craft was seen — then lost to sight ; 
And in the air a mournful strain was heard, 
Like the low wailing of some plaintive bird, 
Still farther — and still farther — till the lay 
In the far distance moaning died away. 
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GLASSES IN LOVE. 

FVOWN on the beach 

^ Helen doth teach 

Classes in love. 
Watching the beach 

Sea-gulls, above, 
Twitter and screech. 

" Tis quite absurd "— 

So thinks the bird — 
" School, on the beach ! " 



She doesn't know 
Love from a crow. 

Still it is queer 
Why her class know 

Love, and revere 
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Helen, and grow 
Learned and wise, 
*Tho' her bright eyes, 

Seem not to know. 

One dreamy night 
Helen, in white. 

Strolled on the beach. 
Teaching at night. 

Sweet as a peach 
In the pale light. 

One in her class — 

No more, alas ! 
That balmy night. 

Down on the beach 
Harry doth teach 

Helen of love. 
Stars on the beach 

Beam from above. 
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Happy is each, 
Helen and he — 
Kissing — ah me ! 

Down on the beach. 
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VALERIE. 

\70UR eyes are tender brown, 

^ Valerie. 

Your cheeks are soft as down, 

Valerie. 
There's a dreamy, languid grace 
Faintly lingering in your face. 
And of passion — just a trace, 

Valerie. 

You were made to rule, a queen, 

Valerie, 

O'er some Eastern realm serene, 

Valerie ; 

Or to loll within the shade 

Of some cool and leafy glade, 

Where the half-lights faint and fade, 

« 

Valerie. 
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You have lovers by the score, 

Valerie. 

Who would give their lives — and more 

Valerie — 

As the bee that honey sips — 

Just to touch your finger tips 

With the homage of their lips, 

Valerie. 



But I fear you do not care, 

Valerie. 
For their sorrow or despair, 

Valerie ; 
Since your tender fancies dwell 
In some spirit-haunted dell. 
Far away from earthly spell, 

Valerie. 
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Your beloved is a Knight, 

Valerie, 
Fair, and comely to the sight, 

Valerie. 
Courage flashes from his eye ; 
And his mien is grand and high — 
And his spirit loathes a lie, 

Valerie. 



He is tender, and so true 

Valerie ; 
(Who would not be, loved by you, 

Valerie ?) 
And he's yours, yes ; yours alone — 
Yours in sorrow, grief, and moan — 
Yours when other love is flown, 

Valerie. 
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'T is your fancy that hath wove, 

Valerie, 
This being whom you love, 

Valerie. 
For he's not of human birth, 
He has never been on Earth — 
But you know his nature's worth, 

Valerie. 



He's a dweller in the skies, 

Valerie ; 
All unseen of other eyes, 

Valerie. 
And you'll turn to him on high, 
Tho* we lords that love you sigh, 
And for love of you would die, 

Valerie. 
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THE KISS. 

T SAW a little kiss one day : 
^ Upon a maiden's lips it lay, 

A dainty little kiss, 
And I heard the tiny rascal say. 
In a sort of half desponding way : 

" A weary world is this ! " 



" Why, you can't be unhappy," 

I said, " you little kiss ; 
I'm sure it's very shabby 

For you to talk like this ; 
For you have all the freedom 

That any one could ask ; 
You've never been imprisoned ; 

In the sun you ever bask." 
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If 



" That is just the reason why 
There's a sadness in my eye,' 

Said the kiss, 
" For if I ever could be caught, 
Why, my capture would be fraught 
With perfect bliss." 
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DENISE. 

GRAY eyes from which the light falls soft and 
fair ; 

Clear brows, and heavy mass of dead brown 
hair; 
Lips red, and firm, and true ; and cheeks whose 
glow 
Shows faintly flushed ; a soft, full throat, and 
rare 
Smooth shoulders ; and the bosom's wealth 

below. 
Like sculptured marble with the life-hue there — 

Are thine, Denise. 



A mind to comprehend the good and great, 
With honest tact, and power to create ; 
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A noble nature, and a soul of truth — 
Direct — but feminine in every trait ; 

The sunshine, and the passion-power of youth ; 
The thoughtfulness of woman's high estate — 

Are thine, Denise. 
♦ * * * * 

My heart, and all that ever can be mine ; 
My life, my hopes — whatever is divine 

Within my nature ; and whatever demands 
A higher something, and a loftier shrine — 
Yea ; and the love that waits till death, and 
stands 
Unchanging where the gates of Heaven shine — 

Are thine, Denise. 
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WHEN LOVE HAS FLOWN. 

RONDEAU. 

IT THEN love has flown, and days are drear, 
^ • And life seems bitter as a tear, 
Alas ! what solace is there left 
To soothe the aching heart bereft 

Of all its treasure ? — Naught, I fear. 

The flowers of hope lie dead and sere — 
All — all is gone that once was dear ! 
No golden threads within life's weft. 

When love has flown. 

Yet there 's one thought may serve to cheer 

The vain regrets that center here : 
Imagination's Angers deft, 
From out the past by sorrow cleft. 

May bring thee back, O Guinevere, 

When love has flown. 
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LA BAISON D'^TBE. 

1 1 7E were friends, darling May, for four sea 
• • sons. 

You and I, who've been lovers for one ; 
And you say I must tell you the reasons 

Why my love for your highness begun. 



First, I thought you a dear, clever creature — 
Piquante — with what Frenchmen call "M/V " ; 

And a girl who could well be my teacher 
In matters where heartstrings are weak. 



I admired the style of your dresses, 
I thought that you had a sweet face ; 

And your carriage was one that impresses 
A man with its infinite grace. 
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Your mind, May^ was somewhat erratic ; 

For you liked not receptions, and tea — 
Where the crime of the aristocratic 

Offer gossip, and scandal all free. 

You cared not a rush for ceramics, 
Br ic-^ -brae, and high art were a bore ; 

You did not converse on dynamics. 
Nor dote on Ralph Emerson's lore. 



You never described Campanini 
As " too thrilling, aesthetic, divine ; 

Nor raved over Booth and Salvini 
As the only stage planets that shine. 



)» 



You were not the least bit romantic. 
And wondered why men were all so ; 

And why they should all act so frantic 
When a full moon winked at them below. 
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Society life you " just hated " — 
So you said, but I know you did not ; 

For a woman like you ne'er was sated 
By that homage which falls to her lot. 

You never were given to gushing, 

To raptures, hysterics, nor sham ; 
And you only brim o'er when you're " crushing " 

Some poor, forlorn wife-seeking man. 

All your foibles and grace I admired 

In a sort of indifferent way ; 
But, alas ! 'twas not they' which inspired 

My tender regard for you. May. 

You remember the Jones's cotillion — 
Well, 'twas there my heart ceased to beat free ; 

For you "fired" the French count worth a 
million 
And danced the whole evening with me. 
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FOiJB xnrGS. 

RONDEAU. 

T hold four Kings — a regal hand. 
My manner is serene, and bland. 

A chip is all I care to bet ; 

For I prefer to wait — and yet 
I am the mogul of the land. 

They " crawl," both Jones and Thompson, and 
I fear that Smalley will not " stand " ; 
But Smith seems anxious to be met — 

I. hold four Kings. 

He " raises " five. My hopes expand. 
" Ten more ! " I say in accents grand. — 

" And twenty ! " now he's in the net ! 

I have him ! — what ! Oh, vain regret ! 
He shows four aces, on demand. 

I hold four Kings. 
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ZMTFATION OF BYBON. 

TT riTH just enough of happiness to bring 
A deadlier poison unto misery's sting, 
He lived among the beings whom he met, 
Craving that boon, the power to forget. 
He gazed on many a one with envious eye, 
Which, doubtless, placed their realm of joy too 

high, 
And sighed to think his lot so far beneath, 
In happiness, the crowd that live — to breathe. 
Oft in his conversation did he seem 
To talk and act as he were in a dream — 
Unconscious of all mortal things around, 
Wrapped in a gloomy reverie profound. 
And oftentimes from silence would he start 
As if a deadly pang had wrung his heart, 
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As tbo' the halls of memory again 

Gave back the echo of forgotten pain. 

He loved the gloaming of the twilight hour, 

When the bright day is fading on the sight. 

He loved to seek some soft, and lonely bower, 

And there, alone, to gaze upon the night. 

He loved to watch the pale, and wandering 

stars. 
When Luna's beams danced on the midnight 

sea ; 
To mark the shivering beams of fiery Mars ; 
To muse on death, and bright eternity. 
All these he loved ; but man he shunned, and 

feared. 
For in mankind too soon his life was seared. 
His faith was nailed unflinchingly to one, 
But, when he proved unworthy, there were 

none 
Who e'er could fill the place he once supplied : 
For virtue was by him for aye belied. 
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As that one fell to nothing in his mind, 
To censure dragged were each and all mankind ; 
And so he deemed but villains all the rest, 
Because he proved so who had seemed the 
best. 



SS SHREDS AND PA TCHES. 



ON THE BIVEB. 

•rpwAS moonlight there on the river : 
**• We dreamily drifted along : 

The stars on the water did quiver, 
The breezes whispered their song ; 



And a spell was woven around us : 
Our hearts were too full for speech ; 

For we thought of the tie that had bound us 
When we plighted our vows each to each. 



'Twas a year since the day we had parted, 
And we were united once more — 

Ah ! we who had been broken-hearted 
A look of contentment now wore. 
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The pale moon was slowly a-waning, 
But the stars they looked steadfast and sad ; 

The wavelets had ceased their complaining, 
And the river in silence was clad. 



But the shadows fell farther and longer, 
Which told the descent of the moon ; 

And the joy of our hearts it grew stronger 
For midnight would be on us soon. 



So I took out my golden " repeater," 
And I looked at its face with a smile — 

Ah ! each second its ticking grew sweeter, 
As the moments fied from us the while. 



And the minute hand went around slowly ; 

The second-hand kept to its pace, 
Till the index stood over that holy. 

Twelfth hour at the top of the face. 
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Then I put up my watch in a hurry, 
And I drew from my coat some " old rye ; " 

And I said : " Dave, old fellow don't worry : 
There's enough for us both, or I lie." 

" 'Tis a year since we swore off together, 
And we've kept to our pledges like men. 

Well, here's to ye! — good luck, and fair 
weather. 
But I'm d d if / swear off again ! " 



A PROPOSAL, 91 



A PROPOSAL. 

T ITTLE red slippers daintily peeping 
^^ Out 'neath the skirt of superlative white ; 
Soft, clinging draperies wantonly sleeping 
Close to her form in the dim fire-light. 



Hair of the hue long ago loved by Titian, 
Tinted with gleams of the warm sun-set fire ; 

Blue eyes — so blue ! — Ah, were they a vision • 
Lips red as wine from the cup of Desire. 

Little fair hands on which gems sparkle faintly ; 

Roses of June in the cheeks' changing dyes ; 
Teeth, pearly white, from the mouth peeping 
quaintly ; 

Long, drooping lashes just shading the eyes. 
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Languid she leans in tht fauteuil reclining. 
Shadow enshrouds her, and soft, subdued 
light. 
Silence has fallen. Ah, dreams she I'm pining 
To know if she loves me ? — I'll ask her 
to-night ! 



" Imogene, dearest — Look up to me, chMe — 

I've something to tell you — " A sigh long and 

deep. 

" I love you ! Just say " — This is very strange — 

very. 

" Imogene ! — D — n it ! the woman 's asleep ! " 



J 
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APBIL AND JUNE.* 

T WOOED for a season, 
•*• From April to June. 

I sighed 'neath the moon. 
I dreamed not of treason 
Thro' all the bright season 

Of April and June. 



She swore she adored me. 
From April to June. 
Beneath the bright moon 
She never ignored me : 
She swore she adored me, 

From April to June. 



* By courtesy of the editors of *' Life." 
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But now it is colder 

Than April or June ; 
There 's frost on the moon. 

I'm wiser and older, 

Since months are grown colder 
Than April and June. 



I've sworn off a wooing 
In April or June. 
I'm down on the moon. 
I'll know what I'm doing 
Next time I go wooing 
In April or June. 
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AT NEWPORT. 

T^HEY say you're the belle of the season ; 
•■• That you've reaped quite a harvest of 
hearts ; 
* That the fellows have all lost their reason, 
Each pierced by your eyes* magic darts. 



Now of course you are truly enjoying 
These triumphs while you are away, 

And you find " lots of fun " in annoying 
Those hearts that are under your sway. 

Such hearts as love perfect seclusion 
In some sheltered nook on the beach. 

Where they can, without fear of intrusion, 
Indulge in their " nothings " of speech. 
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Those hearts that with owl-like devotion 
Seek out the dark corners to spoon, 

Or try to distill a love potion 
From the beams of the heart-breaking moon. 

All these, I've no doubt you have trailing 

Behind you in pensive array, 
And the night hours resound with their wailing, 

Till your smile takes their frenzy away. 

But what are you doing, or thinking. 

In the twilight of this balmy day ? 
While the pale stars in heaven are blinking. 

And the cool breeze comes over the bay. 



Perhaps, you're alone, and reclining 
On the porch in some quiet cool nook. 

And a wreath of soft fancies are twining. 
In your eyes a rapt, far-away look. 
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Or, more likely, you're dancing a galop, 
Or deuxtemps, or playing at cards, < 

Or eating, perhaps, a marsh-mallow 
Brought by Harry or George from ^taillard's. 



Perhaps De la Roche is proposing. 
And calling the stars, and the earth 

To witness his love, and, in closing. 
Remarks, apropos — what he's worth. 

Perhaps you are talking with Lily 

Of " that little insipid Durand ! " 
Of how happy he looked, but " so silly," 

When you squeezed a good-night to his hand. 



Perhaps — but I fear that my guessing 
Is fruitless, and foolish ; and all 

I can do, will not change my distressing, 
Sad lot till you're here in the Fall. 
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TO MBS. HEBBICK. 

I have learned that the final decision as to the accept- 
ance or rejection of poetry for the Century Magazine lies 
with a Mrs. Herrick, of Bergen Point, New Jersey. 

A S I muse alone and dream, 
^ *■ And write verses by the ream, 
Upon Spring, and April's changes climateric, 

I infer, as here I sit. 

That you'll give my muse the mitt 
When you read my rugged verses, Mrs. Herrick. 



I have sent you, o'er and o'er, 

Squibs, and poems by the score — 
Their number would exhaust all words numeric — 

But your taste was quite too fine 

To think of me or mine : 
You quite ignored my genius, Mrs. Herrick. 
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My numbers have been bold, 

And bad, as those of old 
Recited in religions esoteric ; 

But, at times, my muse is chaste, 

And around her glowing waist 
One ne'er could put his arm, dear Mrs. Herrick. 



Now, I've madrigals, and rhjrmes 

Of the golden olden times. 
And love songs that would drive a girl hysteric ; 

I have triolets, rondeaux. 

And a drinking-song or so 
I could give you, if you'd take them, Mrs. 
Herrick. 
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I've didactic poems, odes 

On the " annotated codes," 

Lines upon the church and verses monasteric ; 

I have sonnets and quatrains, 

And prologues — yes; and brains! 

Tho* you seem inclined to doubt it, Mrs. Her- 
rick. 



I have elegies, nocturnes 

Where the lover sighs, and yearns, 

Songs ancient ; yes, and measures neoteric. 
Here are fifteen villanelles. 
And a score of light rondels. 

With a sapphic, at a bargain, Mrs. Herrick. 



TO MRS, HERRICK, loi 

Now I think a small ballade 

Wouldn't go so very bad — 
Thrown in to make my fame less ephemeric : 

And perhaps this neat pantoum 

Might find sufficient room 
In " Bric-^-Brac " next August, Mrs. Herrick. 



These epics are sublime ; 

But I ne'er have got a dime 
From magazines that publish verse Homeric ; 

And I*ve often wondered why 

I've received the same reply : 
" Declined with thanks &c.", Mrs. Herrick. 
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Now, if I could only find 

Out your qualities of mind — 
In fact, get down to principles generic, 

I'tl go ahead and write 

Ten cantos here to-night, 

And send you in a quarto, Mrs. Herrick. 
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KOT THE BIGHT MAN. 



A Story in Two Chapters. 



CHAPTER I. 

" TTVON'T tell me of women," said Charley, 
When a fresh cigarette he had rolled. 
" They're not as angelic as angels. 
Nor as pure as the purest of gold. 



" They talk a great deal of what's proper ; 

They ' never * would squeeze a man's hand ; 
And if you but * dared ' just to kiss them. 

They'd slay you, and * scream ' where they 
stand. 
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" I tell youy old man, it's all nonsense, 

There isn't a woman who can 
Withstand the well planned machinations 

Of a cautious, experienced man. 

" Now, there's Belle, whom the men call an ice- 
berg. 

And think is so distant and chaste ; — 
I'll bet you a * ten ' in a week, George, 

I can sit with my arm round her waist. 

" I know it will need careful planning. 
Circumspection, and patience, all that ; 

But if I don't win at this wager 
Egad, sir ! I'll eat my own hat ! 

• 

"You may laugh ^ you may smile ; but I'll do it, 
And that, too, in a week from to-night ; 

So you might as well pay the bet now, George ; 
For you'll find in the end I am right." 
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CHAPTER II. 

Two Weeks Later, 

T T E took a long time to get seated. 

Then he said : " George, pass down that 
port wine." 

There was something quite strange in his man- 
ner 
And his cheeks to the red did incline. 

" Good wine, George. You know, 't isn't often 
One — " " The deuce with the wine, and with 
you ! 

If you want a drink, Charley, why take it ! 
But, tell me, how 's Belle De la Rue ? " 

With that he turned seven shades paler. 

Then he looked at his boots with a sigh. 
And his gaze wandered off to a razor 

That lay on the table hard by. 
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I saw in his face an expression 

So dark and prophetic of death, 
That I moved with great care the keen weapon 

From its place to the drawer underneath ! . 

When I turned he was wholly unconscious 
Of me or aught else in the room ~ 

And he held in his hand a dark substance 
Which he gazed at in pitiful gloom. 



He toyed with it long, and quite fondly, 
Then he suddenly rose from his chair. 

Spread the substance flat out on the table, 
And rushed from the room in despair. 

And there, as I looked, lay before me. 
While the clock ticked and all else was still, 

The amount of the wager he bet me, 
To wit : — a new ten-dollar bill. 



M 
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Why it was that he gave me the money 

I never could certainly tell ; 
For he did not confess to a failure 

In that thrilling affair with Miss Belle. 

But I always have thought — perhaps wrongly — 
That a new life for Charley began 

From the day of his wooing of Bella, 
When he found he was not the right man. 
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CONSOLATION. 

pOUR moi, je crois que je vous aime, 
•■■ My bright and saucy little dame ; 
But if I don% it's all the same, 

I see. 
For when I woo you, little one, 
You will not e'en say yes in fun ; 
But frown upon me then, and shun 

Poor me. 



Since this is so, my sweet, I think 
'T were best to pause upon the brink 
Of Eros' fountain e'er I drink 

Ses eaux. 
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For me, alas ! there is no chance 
Of winning from your eyes a glance. 
Upon my suit you look askance, 

I know. 



So I'll repeat the " je vous aime " 
To one who wont refuse a claim 
To me, my fortunes, and the name 

I bear ; 
She 's wooed me both by glade, and stream. 
She 's homely, but — as it would seem — 
Has wealth beyond my fondest dream, 

Ma chfere. 



I'll marry her and live in style ; 
I'll manage her estate, and smile 
To think how I've " assumed her pile," 

Ma f oi ! 
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And, when we've come to years remote, 
I'll bless your blessed " No " that smote 
My feelings once with solemn note, 

Je crois. 



HER PRICE. 1 1 1 



HEB PBICE. 

QO you've asked me to marry you, Henry de 
^ Vere ; 

And you must have an answer, my gay cavalier ? 
Do you know who I am ? In what circle I move ? 
Let me tell you my gifts, since you ask for my 

love. 
I am very accomplished, a rare work of art ; 
My figure's perfection, and so is my heart. 
If you do not believe it, to-morrow 's the day 
That I go to the " Patriarchs* Ball," dtcolktie. 
They say that the fashion this season is low. 
But since 't is the fashion 't is proper you know. 
And then mamma says that the men all declare 
That my throat, neck and arms are delightfully 

fair. 



1 1 2 SHREDS AND FA TCHES. 

I can play the piano, and banjo, and sing 

The latest love songs, and all that sort of thing. 

My German is perfect ; my French is divine ; 

I paint like a dream, and in literature shine. 

I'm fond of the opera, but never would go 

Unless I'd a box in the very front row. 

I dote, too, on flowers ; a corsage bouquet 

Of the rarest of roses I'd have every day. 

I'd take two French maids, and a ^^femme de 
coiffure ; " 

And since walking is commom, I ne'er could 
endure 

To stir from the house without horses and car- 
riage. 

So you see, my dear man, if I'm tempted to mar- 
riage. 

It will be quite important for you to appear 

On the scene with — well — just thirty thousand 
a year. 
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LINES BY A TIBED CITY CLEBK. 

Enviously dedicated to King Thee-Baw of Bunnah. 

T am weary here, and lonely ; 

^ And I wish that I could only 

Be a monarch, or a prince in Eastern land ; 
For my life is full of worry, 
And I'm damned, and told to hurry ; 

And I drive a weary quill with weary hand. 



I would be a frowning Rajah 

Fierce and gray as any badger, 
With a cimeter of crooked limber steel, 

And a turban turned, and twisted ; 

And if any man resisted 
My authority, I'd cleave him to the heel. 
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I would lord it o'er the niggers 

With a pistol of two triggers, 
And a double-barreled blunderbuss beside ; 

And I'd howl like old Othello, 

And with jealousy grow yellow 
When I pleased — and raise the devil till I died. 

I would swim in seas of slaughter. 

And would give no room for quarter ; 
But would carve, and stab my victims in the 
neck ; 

And the corpse of each objector 

I would give to the dissector ; 
For of human life I'd make a total wreck. 

I would pay no bills of tailors ; 

But would have just twenty sailors 
To swear at every tradesman that came in ; 

And behind them fifty slashers. 

Ten clubbers, and six gashers 
To finish out this bill of fare of sin. 
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I would be a holy terror — 

Or I'm very much in error — 
To the mothers that are called the ones " in law," 

And my sixteen wives' relations 

I'd put on salted rations, 
And lock them in a dungeon cold and raw. 

I would have an hundred horses, 

And would spend the realm's resources 
Upon drinks of every clime and every age. 

By Bacchus, how I'd go it ! 

Steeped in rum, I'd be a poet 
And rhyme in wrathful rhapsodies of rage. 

Then, Allah ila Allah ! 

Let the Norseman have Valhalla ; 
But for me, I'll take the rare and racy East. 

For, by the bearded prophet ! 

This life I live is Tophet, 
And a clerk is but a slave, to say the least. 
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TO E. H. S. 

Upon the publication of " A Lone Star Bo-Peep," 

WOU'VE made the fatal plunge at last ; 
•'• Your book is out, by Bacchus. 
Before the public it has passed, 
Where critics score and whack us. 

The " Literary World " has praised ; 

YouVe " caught " the " Brooklyn Eagle " ; 
While other sheets their voice have raised 

To give you honors regal. 

For you " James Wily " pours the drinks, 
And things are " smart " at Brady, 

And in your purse the money chinks, 
But my sad muse is shady. 
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And Sheriff Mosely 's run again, 

They say, and been elected ; 
But I plod on with weary pen 

And fancy sore dejected. 

You've " struck " the Texan road to fame ; 

Unknown no more you grovel ; 
In morning prints we read your name. 

And wait your coming novel. 



But let me say in closing here, 

If you e'er turn reviewer, 
And my rough verses should appear, 

Don't slay me with your skewer. 



But fill the bowl with " Temperance Mead," 
And let me drink your health, sir ; — 

Success to all who buy and read — 
To you both fame and wealth, sir. 
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THE HABDY NORSEMEN. 

Song. 

'T^HE hardy Norsemen meet to-night 
•■■ To drain the oaken pail ; 
Then lay aside your helmets bright, 

And coats of rugged mail ; 
Bring forth the scald and bid him sing 

Of Odin, and of Thor, 
Until the roof responsive ring 

To the glorious deeds of war. 

Chorus : 

Then we'll drain to the dregs each bowl ; 

For at sorrow and care we mock ; 
And we'll drink till the thunders roll 

On the morn of Ragnarok. 
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Full many a foe hath felt our might, 

When battle filled the air ; 
And in the darkened hours of night 

Hath fied in wild despair. 
We fall upon the Saxon's nest 

Like thunder from the sky ; 
The sickly Southron starts from rest 

To see our swordsmen nigh. 



Chorus : 
Then drain with a shout the bowl ; 

For at sorrow and care we mock ! 
Ho ! Drink, till the thunders roll 

On the morn of Ragnarok ! 



We sail before the rising blast, 

We rule the stormy wave ; 
Our bounding barks are staunch, and fast ; 

Our hearts are bold and brave. 



1 20 SHREDS AND PA TCHES, 

Our music is the battle-cry, 
Our joy in war and strife ; 

Valhalla opens when we die, 
And glory crowns our life. 

Chorus : 

Then drain with a shout the bowl ; 

For at fear and death we mock — 
Ho ! drink, while the thunders roll 

On the morn of Ragnarok ! 
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TO OLD CHI FSI. 

RONDEAU. 

'T^O old Chi Psi — when Winter hoar 
Locks the still lake from shore to shore, 
Before the faggot's fitful blaze, 
'Mid reveries of bygone days — 

My fleeting fancies turn once more. 

Again I ope the mystic door, 
And come as once I came before — 
A neophyte of verdant ways — 

To old Chi Psi. 

The manly faces of a score, 

Of friends, as they were known of yore, 
Amid the dying embers gaze 
And beckon me from out the haze 

Of years whose fleeting joys are o'er — 

To old Chi Psi. 
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